THE SCHOUDLER FAMILY

a sufficient dose of alcohol to knock him out5 or a door slammed in his
face.

When Sylvaine had folded the paper and put it in her bag, she
laughed stridently,, put a piece of ice down Simon's neck, and pulled
his hair.

Simon was not alone in constructing devilish schemes around Syl-
vaine. Irene Tozzi, watching her lover shiver,, tried to discover for
her own obscure ends whether he was attracted by the little redhead.

She suddenly leaned towards him.

"No," he replied, "I want to go home, that's all."

"Well, don't be impatient; in any case I shall be with you tonight,"
she murmured.

" It's not that I want, and you know it well enough."

"Brute, I'll make you pay for that."

"No you won't. I'll leave you, do you hear, I've had enough of you!
I won't stand this slavery any longer!"

At a neighbouring table Anny Feret, watching Sylvaine, was think-
ing: "If she were alone I'd take the little bitch home with me. Oh,
she'll end by coming back to me one day all right."

And Lartois, using his accustomed technique, was wondering how
he could organize the return journey so as, if possible, to take Sylvaine
home last. "No, it won't work. The couples are all made up. It's a
bad night, and that's all there is to it..."

He was well aware that in three days' time he would find the party
mentioned in the gossip-column of Le Cri de Paris, and he thought: "It's
crazy, absolutely crazy to have come here. I feel even more lonely now
than I did before." The people round him had more or less taken
leave of their ordinary senses. They were stammering, laughing, shout-
ing, arguing, and seemed to have some form of mutual understanding
that defied all logic. And he was excluded from their fellow-feeling.

Sylvaine and Simon clinked their glasses so hard that Simon's broke
in his hand. Simon bled a little but didn't even seem to notice it. Not
to be outdone, Sylvaine broke hers on the table. A waiter, stooping,
napkin in hand, came to pick up the pieces and mop up the spilt
champagne.

"Monsieur Neudecker and I want to go home," said Marie-Helene
fiterlin in a tearful voice.

"Why go home? Life's just beginning!" cried Simon. "All right
then, go on home, go on! It's not a bad idea. But I'm thirsty, thirsty!"

"Yes, I think it's time we went," said Lartois getting to his feet.

He summoned the waiter but Lulu intervened.

"No, no, this is my party," he said, "but I shall never forgive you
for not having come in a cocked hat."

As he went towards the door, Simon stumbled against the tables,
which seemed to him the more astonishing since huge empty spaces